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Dmile-Wps and Dpring-time 
Winks 


Said Smile-Upe, ““The grasses are pungent with smell, 
And, Katy-Dids strident with what they can tell, 
The fields are fair bursting with all sorts of news, 
*Tis surely enough to drive off the blues. 

Pray, give me your hand and we'll skip off together, 
Like Will o’er the Wisp, or Fairy’s bright feather— 
Away to the top of the highest green hill, 

We'll breathe in the sweetness and learn to be still. 
We'll learn from Ma Nature, and listen to all, 
We'll hark to the meadow larks musical call, 

We'll hunt for the flowers that blossom anew, 
We'll dangle our feet in the sweet clover, too. 
We'll wave a glad hand to our brother, the toad, 
And, bless little snail, who must carry a load; 

With house on his back he provides him a home, 
While creatures about him appear oft to roam. 
We'll smile at the landscape, rejoice in the sun, 
We'll count all our blessings, for this is great fun. 
We'll sing to the sunshine, we'll hail Mother Earth, 
Who gives to her children a welcome at birth. 
And, what’s more we'll smile at our Lady, fair Spring, 
And smiling thus gladly our blessing we bring!” 
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THE HEART OF EASTER 


ImeLpa Octavia SHANKLIN 


JHERE was a time when our world had no real 
The people of the earth have always 
held festivals in the spring to show their gladness 
at the passing of winter. With songs and games 
they greeted the return of fair days and flowers. 
But these seasons of rejoicing were not such an 

} Easter as has come to our hearts. 

Before the real Easter appeared on earth 
the people had many curious beliefs about life and God. 
Only a few understood that the Father has created us for 
life, and not for death. They believed in the power of 
witches; they were in fear of evil spirits; the worship of idols 
was common. But the unhappiest part of all was their 
thoughts about death. The shadow of the grave lay over 
the whole world. 

One of the nations at that time was the Jewish people. 
They had a wonderful history of God’s care for them. In 
this history was the book of their law; this was the very 
plain rules which God had made for them, telling how the 
people must live daily. The best part of the Jewish books 
was the word of the prophets, giving the nation a promise of 
a Messias who should come to save all people from sin and 
death. The Jews were deeply interested in this promise. 
They studied the books of prophecy to learn how and when 
the Messias should appear. For all their study and their 
watching, when the Lord did come they did not know him. 

Messias Jesus grew up in Nazareth, a land whose 
people were disliked by the rest of the Jewish nation. 

At this time there were many wars. JRulers were 
nearly always cruel in their dealings with the common peo- 
ple. Women were not honored. Little children were de- 
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spised, mistreated and unwelcome in the homes. These 
ways of living were not found in one land only; they were 
the laws of almost the entire world. 

Messias Jesus was very kind and very tender to all 
persons. He went into the homes of those whom the other 
Jews shunned. Some of his dearest friends were women. 
He petted little children, and said that no one should keep 
them away from him. Because of his sweet ways the people 
sought him and followed him about from place to place. 
They had never heard anyone talk like he talked, teaching 
them of God’s love for them. They had never known of 
their most powerful prophets doing the mighty miracles 
which he did. They had never dreamed that anyone could 
come to earth with the love, the patience and the compassion 
which he showed for them. No matter how poor, no matter 
how wretched, no matter how vile they were in the eyes of 
harsh judges, he gave them his time, his teaching, himself. 
And they loved him as they had never thought that they 
could love any man; they worshiped him as they had never 
known that they could worship even God. 

Such was the beauty of Messias Jesus, and such was 
the loveliness of his manner at all times that the Roman 
rulers of Jerusalem said that he must be a god “‘come down 
to live with men.” 

The religious rulers of the Jews, alone, did not love 
nor believe Him. They persuaded the Romans to crucify 
the Messias. Although the Jewish priests were very wise 
men in some ways, they were not wise in the matter of life. 
They believed that they could kill Jesus. 

In the morning of the third day after the crucifixion, 
an angel came down from heaven and took away the stone 
door at the mouth of the grave where the body of the 
Messias had been placed. Other angels came and went into 
the grave. The Messias Jesus got up and went out into the 
world of men. : 

For forty days the risen Lord lived with his disciples 
and others of those who loved him. All his ways and looks 
became more wonderfully gracious and lovable. His body 
came to have a soft light around it. God’s glory shone 
through the flesh, making it transparent and-mystically beau- 
tiful. Then Messias Jesus went back into heaven, a great 
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company of angels coming down to meet him as he was 
lifted above the earth. 

His coming out of the graye is the Easter that is cele- 
brated wherever his name is known and loved. 

We do not look forward to the coming of a Redeemer, 
nor do we look backward to the morning when Jesus proved 
to all the world that the thing called death is a shadowy 
nothing. We look into our own souls, to find there the 
gracious Son of God, alive, glad, beautiful. We resurrect 
the Messias every time we speak a kind word, every time 
we do a good deed, every time we think of God as the 
Father who loves us, guides us and lives in us. 

The Easter of the year is a time when we honor to- 
gether the life that cannot be slain. 

The Easter of the soul is the season of love and faith 
which we are to keep young and blossomy. “‘I am the resur- 
rection and the life,”’ said Messias Jesus. This is gloriously, 
blessedly true. By his power we keep the brightness of 
God in us, the glory of the Father’s image always rising 
above the darkness which the earth would throw over us. 
We keep the Easter of the Messias Jesus by drawing out 
his sweetness into our lives. We enter into the Easter eternal 
when we live with him, work with him, love with him. 


AN OPEN SECRET 


I’ve just heard a little whisper; 
A secret, I declare! 

I really ought not tell it, 
It doesn’t seem quite fair. 


Little Robin-red-breast told me— 
Miss Swallow knows it too, 

And I’m quite sure if you listen 
It will be told to you. 


All the flowers feel it coming. 
The April showers sing, 
“‘Awake you little sleepy heads! 
Don’t you know it’s Spring?” 
—Merry Mary. 
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HER JOYOUS EASTER TIME 


Peart BalLey 


=——=—=—=—yPRING Time! Easter Time! Oh, what a 
glorious time! Mother Lady had been writing 
me such lovely letters; telling me such beautiful 

# things about her little Bluebell, and all about 
what a wonderful place the farm is at this time 
of the year. You remember all about our little 
Fairy Bluebell, don’t you>? But I am getting 
ahead of my story! 

I just had to drop my work and go out to visit them 
all; Daddy Jim, Mother Lady, Little Bluebell, the little 
brooks, the rabbits, chickens, the little puppy dogs, and all 
the flowers in the woods. Dear old Daddy Jim met me at 
the depot and Browny, the sleek, fleet-footed mare brought 
us up to the farmhouse door at a merry clip. What joy- 
ous greetings! What a perfect fairy little Bluebell was! 
It did not take us long to get acquainted, and we all spent 
a lovely evening together. 

Next morning bright and early Bluebell and I took a 
walk, I should say a scamper, all over the farm, into cozy 

- little wooded nooks, alongside noisy little brooks and into 
soft downy meadows. Bluebell’s cheeks glowed with 
health, and her clear eyes sparkled with delight. We 
talked of many things, for Bluebell is a very bright, intelli- 
gent child. She heard the wind singing to the trees and 
understood its language. She heard the brooklets talking 
to the hillsides, the birds singing to the flowers, and she knew 
what they said. She heard a long crawley angle-worm tell 
her troubles to a blade of grass, and heard the grass chant 
back as he swayed in the gentle’ breeze: 

“Open your eyes and your ears, Mother worm, can’t 
you hear this wonderful chorus? All nature is awake and 
singing. The whole earth is bursting into glory. We are 
all growing and forming a beautiful green background for 
all the little flowers, for each one is an angel, a messenger of 
God. Listen, and you will hear celestial music, more 
grand, sweet and wonderful than any human being ever 

- created. Join them, for this is rejoicing time!”” Then the 

worm heard the music, and saw the sun was shining, so she 
sang, too. 


WEE WISDOM 5 


isn’t it wonderful,’ Bluebell exclaimed. “‘Just 
think how beautiful and green and full of life, and how sun- 
shiny it will be for Easter!” 

Yes, dear, it is wonderful, I replied, so you know that 
you have Spring and Easter in your heart, just as Jesus did? 
Just think, all the birds, the trees, the flowers, grass and 
everything that sleeps through the winter wakes up at this 
time every year and celebrates Jesus’ victory, just as they 
did long, long ago. 

Bluebell’s eyes opened wide. “Oh, do tell me the 
whole story clear through, please do. It seems so much 
more joyous and full of love out here where everything is 
living, talking and loving.” 

“Well, dear, Jesus is our perfect elder brother, and a 
long, long time ago, when all of God’s children seemed to 
have forgotten about the Father’s love, and lost sight of all 
the glorious things he had planned for them, he sent this 
child of his, who had overcome all sin, to live with the peo- 
ple and teach them how to find their way back to the King- 
dom of Love, Health, Joy and Abundance. Jesus came, 
and in order to show everyone that the sins which caused 
them so much suffering could be overcome, he took upon 
himself their way of thinking and feeling, and set to work 
to overcome it all before them. He spent his whole life 
doing this, and in teaching them how to come back into 
their inherited perfection, until he was ready for the supreme 
test. In order to show that he had completely overcome all 
wrong thinking, living and fear, he let them nail him to the 
cross, then bury him, and the third.day he arose. We call 
the great day of his victory Easter day, and when he arose, 
he had forever left all wrong thinking; he had overcome 
all the things which all of us are working to overcome now, 
and he stood forth on Easter, the perfect illuminated child 
of God! You see the grass, the flowers and many, many 
other living things sleep all through the winter, then when 
spring comes, the warm sunshine goes into their snug little 
sleeping room and says: 

“* "Wake up, wake up, it is Springtime, it will soon be 
Easter again; awake and put on your lovely new gowns 
and sing with joy of Jesus’ victory!’ ”’ 

If you spend a great deal of your time out in the 
woods and fields, among growing things, if you listen to 
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the bird song, and the whispering of the flowers, the chatter- 
ing of the squirrels, and the clatter of the little brooks, you 
will hear them singing this song of joy, telling over and over 
again the sweet, beautiful story of how Jesus triumphed, 
and calling us on gently, lovingly to the same glorious 


victory : 

Do you see the lily bells, 
Swing, swing, swing? 

Do you hear the lily bells, 
Ring, ring, ring? 

Something sweet the lily knows, 
Easter Day the Savior rose, 

Easter Day the Savior rose, 
Ring, ring, ring! 


- WHY SOME VIOLETS ARE BLUE 


Mrs. Evra Aveta Peck 


Right in the center of a large meadow, grew a clump 
of violets. They were dressed in white, for all violets wore 
white dresses at that time, long, long ago when it was 
“Once upon a time.”” Now these little white violets ad- 
mired very much the beautiful colors in which the other 
flowers were dressed and wished that they might have pretty 
dresses too. So they became very discontented and hugged 
close to the ground and tried to keep out of the way of 
everybody. But they were so fragrant that the children 
found them in spite of their hiding. 

One day a little sunbeam fairy passed by and when 
she saw the violets lying so low and hanging their heads, 
she said, ““Why, you sweet little things! Why do you try 
to hide yourselves>”’ Then the violets answered, ““Oh, 
beautiful little sunbeam fairy, we do so want to be dressed 
in a lovely color like the other flowers; we don’t like our 
white dress.”” 

““What color would you like>’’ asked the fairy. “‘Oh, 
we should so love a dress of blue like the sky!” 

“But my dear children,” said the fairy, “you can 
never look like the sky if you. hide yourselves away from it. 
Look up, up to the sky, lift your heads higher and higher 
each day, and say, ‘Beautiful sky we would have a dress 
of lovely sky blue; look down on us and give us of your 
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beautiful color,’ and before long you will have your pretty 
blue dress.” 

So the little violets thanked the kind fairy and prom- 
ised to do as she told them. They lifted up their little 
heads, and threw out all their sweet fragrance day by day 
so that they grew more and more like the sky, until at last 
they were all robed in a sky-blue dress. Some of the little 
violets wanted to keep.their white dress and others wanted 
a dress of gold. Some day I will tell you how they got 
their yellow dress. 


DOROTHY’S EASTER SURPRISE 


ALBERTA Mastin CarTER 


===N Dorothy’s sixth birthday her mother gave her 
a beautiful little fluffy chicken for her very own. 
Dorothy gave it food, water and plenty of sun- 
shine, and it grew very rapidly and became a 
splendid hen. Dorothy called it her Little Red 

Hen. 
Living on a farm, Little Red Hen had the 
privilege of roaming over great fields in search 
of fine bugs and worms. She was happy all day long as 
she wandered about with the other chicks or came to eat at 
Dorothy’s call. One day she laid an egg—a beautiful 
white egg. She was so delighted that shé just couldn’t 
keep the glad news to herself, so she began screaming at the 
top of her voice, “Cut, cut, cut, cuh-dah-cut, cut, cut, 

cuh-dah-cut!”” 

Dorothy, who was drying her mother’s dishes, heard 
her and almost dropped a plate in her excitement to see 
what was the matter. When she saw Little Red Hen stand- 
ing proudly up in a nest of straw, and calling out in such 
a funny language as if trying to make all the world under- 
stand what a wonderful thing she had created. Dorothy 
understood what it was all about, for there between Little 
Red Hen’s legs was a lovely white egg. Little Red Hen 
jumped down from the nest holding her head high and again 
declaring, ‘““Cut, cut, cut, cuh-dah-cut!’” which Dorothy 
interpreted as, what a grand thing I’ve done!”’ 
shall run and tell mother what a wonderful hen you are,” 
exclaimed the little girl, and she did. 
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The next day Little Red Hen laid another egg and 
stood upon a big box and told about it again. Of course 
Dorothy ran out and got the egg. This happened for 
several days and then Little Red Hen began to wish she 
might find her egg the next time she went back. But 
Dorothy’s mother always wanted an egg for a pudding or 
pie or something. Finally after she had laid a dozen eggs 
and every one had been taken Little Red Hen became so 
discouraged that she just quit laying. 

One day while out in the meadow she met Bunny 
White and told him all her troubles. 

“Oh, I can fix that all right,”” he said. “‘It will soon 
be Easter and you can have a surprise on Dorothy.” 

““How?” eagerly inquired Little Red Hen, for she 
loved her little mistress. 

- “Well,” continued Bunny White, “‘each year Dor- 
othy’s mother puts a straw hat on the doorstep the night be- 
fore Easter and I get all my fairies to help fill it with beau- 
tiful colored eggs. 

“But what has that to do with me?” asked Little 
Red Hen. 

“Listen,” said Bunny, “You can be a fairy too. 
Now for a secret. I'll help you make a fine nest of grass 
out here in the meadow under a brush pile. Nobody can 
ever see it, and after you lay an egg, don’t tell about it 
while you are on the nest, but wait until you are away off, 
and then Dorothy cannot find it and carry it away.” 

““But what will I do with all my eggs,”” asked Little 
Red Hen. 

“Why, silly, when you get a nest full you may set on 
them,” replied Bunny. 

“What do I want to set on them for?” persisted Little 
Red Hen. 

“Oh, dear! oh, dear! what a poor ignorant thing,” 
murmured Bunny White and shook his funny little tail. 

“Don’t you know that if you set on your eggs long 
enough, say three weeks, and turn them carefully with your 
feet every day, that bye and bye every egg will tum into a 
chicken >” 

“Do you really mean it,” begged Little Red Hen, 
“‘and can I have a family? Won't that be jolly>” 
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. So she took Bunny White’s advice and heartily en- 
joyed her secret, much to Dorothy’s disappointment. 

“*Mother,” cried the little girl, “I hear Little Red 
Hen cackle every day in the meadow and I just can’t find 
her nest.” . 

“‘Never mind, dearie,”” replied her mother, “Little 
Red Hen will surprise you some day.” 

On the night before Easter, Dorothy put a little straw 
in her father’s big hat and placed it on the step outside the 
kitchen door, then went to bed while visions of colored eggs 
danced in her head. As soon as the sun peeped into her room 
that bright Easter morning and woke her with a soft warm 
kiss, she jumped out of bed and ran in her nighty to open 
the kitchen door. There was the hat full of beautiful 
colored eggs and Bunny White was just disappearing under 
the garden gate. 

Then Dorothy saw something else and screamed, 
‘Mother, mother, come quick!”” Her mother thought the 
house was on fire and hurried to the door. What do you 
suppose she saw? ‘There came Little Red Hen strutting up 
to the door with twelve fluffy little chicks all crying, “‘Peep, 
peep,”’ and running between their mother’s legs so she could 
— walk. That was the surprise of which Bunny White 
spoke. 

Later on in the day, Dorothy’s mother told her of the 
miracle performed when an egg was awakened into a chicken 
and after that the wonderful awakening of Christ. After 
that Dorothy understood what a splendid thing Easter meant. 


WHERE THE VIOLETS CAME FROM 


I know blue, modest violets 
Gleaming with dew at morn— 

I know the place you come from, 
And the way that you were born. 


When God cut holes in heaven— 
The holes the stars look through, 
He let the scraps fall down to earth— 
The little scraps are you. —Selected. 
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TOTSIE’S DREAM 


The Story of a Little Girl Who Met a Fairy 
M. J. THurssy 


OLLIE, you and me are just tired playing alone. 

Let’s find a little girl somewhere,”’ said Totsie. 

“I will take you in your carriage. You might 
get tired.” 

So off she started all alone. When dinner- 
time came and no little Totsie appeared her 
mother was frightened. Con, a friendly boy, 
offered to find her. 

And he did so, about a mile from home, fast asleep 
under a tree. His whistling awakened her. 

Con!” she said, “I am so sorry you came just 
now. I was going to take "freshments with a bufful fairy 
angel—ice cream and cake and lemonade. If you had 
only didn’t come I would have had such a nice time.” 

“*But,” said Con, “your dinner is all ready at home. 
Your mother was afraid that some of the Gypsies had run 
away with you.” 

Con was a strong boy, and, taking Totsie on his 
shoulder, started at a brisk pace for home, she chattering as 

they went along the shady road. 
““You know, Con, dollie and I went and went and we 
didn’t see any little girl or boy. Then I was so tired I told 
Dollie we would rest under the big tree, and first thing I 
knew I heard a little voice say to me, ‘Is you very tired, 
dear?’ 

“T said, “Yes, and hungry, too, but who is you a 
talking. Is you my dollie>’ 

no! See!’ 

“And, Con, I was almost afraid to touch her hand; 
it was so little.” 

“Then what do you think she did? She took me up 
in her little arms and said, ‘I am going to take you to my 
home and give you something to eat.’ 

“Con, do you hear?” 

““Yes, Miss Gertie.” 

““Well, we came to a big bush. She pinched a little 
bud ; tinkle, tinkle, and open came a little door. The 
Fairy said: ‘Come in.’ 
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“T said, ‘Oh, I can’t! I am too big.’ 

** *Just try, my dear.’ 

“I did, and in I went. Oh, Con! you never did and 
never will see a buffuler place. There was a little table, 
chairs and dishes, all blue and white. She put me in one of 
the chairs and said, 

“**Now, Totsie, what do you love best?’ 

“I said, ‘Ice cream and cake and lemonade.” 

“Con, a big butterfly brought me some ice cream and 
let me take it off his wings! Then a little bird brought me 
some cake in his little bill, and dropped it into my plate. I 
was just going to eat it when you waked me up, Con!” 

Totsie’s mother was too glad her darling was safe to 
scold her for going away. Totsie told her all about her 
beautiful dream and her Fairy friend, and asked if she 
could go again on her birthday which was to come a few 
days later. 

When her birthday came Totsie started bright and 
early for the big tree. As before, she was tired when she 
got there and sitting down to rest was soon fast asleep. But 
20 Fairy angel came this time. 

Instead, she was awakened by her cousin singing, and 
there was a big doll almost as large as her Fairy friend, and 
*freshments and lemonade. 

With her arms around her mamma’s neck she said: 

“‘Mamma dear, my Fairy friend was bufful, but you 
are my real mamma, and I love you best.”’ 


THE MESSAGE OF THE EASTER LILY 


Nett KEIGHTLY 


—SaamllN THE back yard of a humble little cottage, 
two lily bulbs lay. A\ll winter they had hidden 
here, secure from the frost and snow and cold, 
bleak winds. But now the spring had come, 
and as the sun began to warm the earth with its 
welcome rays, two frail, green shoots appeared 
above the ground. 

dear,” sighed one little sprout, “‘it is 
still very cold and wintry, and I wish I were back in the 
earth again. Besides, who wants to grow in a corner of 
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this little, old back yard? If I can’t grow in a beautiful 
garden, I don’t want to grow at all.” 

-““Ah, sister,” the other little green shoot said, “‘the 
sun will soon shine all the while, and our bed here beside 
the ivy-covered fence will be so warm. And just think 
of the time when we shall each be big, and blossoming into 
wondrous Easter lilies. Do not be angry because we hap- 
pen not to grow in some large and attractive garden. In 
the back yards of life often grow the great and noble souls 
who go about doing good, and being sweet, loving and kind, 
although perhaps the world seldom hears about them. Let 
us be proud and happy that we can bring joy and gladness 
to those who have not big, fine houses and gardens, and 
who will welcome us gratefully to their little back garden.” 

But the first small lily shoot would not listen. With a 
cold little shiver she tucked her wee, green head back into 
the ground, and the other lily grew up alone. 

It was early Easter morning when a happy child ran 
down the back steps of the cottage and saw the lily in 
bloom. With its delicate face upturned to the morning sun, 
it stood there, the stately queen of the little back yard gar- 
den. ‘Mother! Father!” called the child, “‘come and see 
our beautiful lily;’’ and on the ‘hearts of the gentle mother 
and the kind-faced father a wondrous Easter benediction 
fell as they joined their joyous daughter and stood watching 
the lily in all its purity and sweetness. To them, it was a 
token of the glorious Resurrection, the blossoming of Truth 
in the hearts and lives, which makes us pure and God-like 
and beautiful in thoughts and deeds. 

Molly Martin—for that was her name—was a very 
proud little girl as she later tripped along the street on her way 
to Sunday School with the lily in her eager hands. To be 
able to place her beloved flower with the others that would 
decorate the Sunday School on that Easter Day, was to 
Molly an honor she had waited many anxious weeks for. 

Her attention, however, fell on a not unfamiliar or 
strange sight, for Molly lived in a seaport city, and a sailor 
boy in middy blouse and cap was nothing unusual to see. 
But there was something about the look on the lad’s face 
as he stood with arths folded, watching the happy faces go 
by, that seemed to Molly a little sad, almost homesick. For 
an instant she hesitated, looking at the sailor boy and then 
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at her lily. Then quickly she rushed to the side of the as- 
tonished boy and, thrusting the flower into his hand, hurried 
on.. 

The sailor boy stood looking at the uly in his hand. 
What a strang thing for that child to stop and give it to 
him! He had just that morning come into port, and the 
city was very big and very strange. The Easter atmosphere 
seemed to be everywhere, and he the only lonesome and out 
of place one among the throngs. But the lily had a message 
for him, and swiftly his mind went away back over the 
sea to a far distant land where as a child he had gone to 
Sunday School and where stood his home with Easter lilies 
growing in the garden. He was still quite young, just a 
big boy, and the children’s voices fascinated him and seemed 
to beckon him to join them. Placing the lily as tenderly 
as possible inside his blouse—for he had a boyish aversion 
to being seen carrying it—he followed the children into the 
Sunday School and sat on the very rear seat, twirling his 
cap around on his hands. Then they started to sing, and 
he found himself joining in the beautiful Easter hymns, the 
same dear old hymns he sang as a child, and listening to the 
glorious Easter message. His face shone with happiness and 
the joys of memories almost forgotten. Deeply he drank 
in every word of the Truth; some of it was so new to him, 
but how it made his heart glow within him. Then came the 
words of benediction and parting blessing, and he was out 
on the street once more. Not a stranger, though, not lone- 
some any more. As one of the happy, joyous throng he 
walked in the morning sunshine to a new, glad understand- 
ing; a new life blossoming forth from within him and a 
great peace in his soul. For him, it was truly the Resur- 
rection Morn. 

That evening, as Molly Martin sat on her mother’s 
knee by the fireside of the humble cottage and told how 
she had given away her wonderful lily before she even 
reached the Sunday School, a sailor boy lay fast asleep in 
his ship’s bunk down at the wharf. A somewhat bruised 
lily stood in a broken bottle filled with water at his side, 
and as he turned in his sleep his mates caught these dis- 
jointed murmurs, “Christ i is risen . . .Ye are Christ’s.. . 
Alive for evermore,’ and wondered what he was dreaming. 


14 WEE WISDOM 


MURIEL’S STORY. OR WHY SHOULD I BE 


AFRAID 
(Illustrated by herself.) 


Murie. C. ANDERSON 


Florence Parker was ten years old. She had a baby 
sister. One night her mother wanted to go to the picture 
show, and leave Florence at home with the baby. She 
consented and sat down to read a book called “Betty 
Baird.” A half hour passed. F lorence put her book down 

2 and closed her eyes. 

Suddenly, she heard 

a queer noise, and 

began to get fright- 

ened. She heard it 

again, and went out 

in the kitchen to see 

what it was. She 

saw a_ tiny light, 

which went off and 
on every second. 

Then she saw a pair of frightful eyes. They were a fiery 
green, and they kept moving. She was too frightened to 
turn on the light. How she wished her mother would come. 

Meanwhile, her mother was enjoying the pictures. 
When the show was over, and she came home, she was sur- 
prised to find a very frightened little girl, standing in the 
kitchen doorway, who ran to her and threw her arms around 
her neck, sobbing. She told her mother all about her fright. 
Together they went into the kitchen, and what do you think 
they found? Why it was only Florence’s pet kitten playing 
with a firefly. The eyes belonged to the kitten, and the 
twinkling light to the firefly. Florence decided that she 
would read her WEE WIsDOM more and find out from it 
that she had nothing to fear, for God takes care of us all. 


““A wise old owl sat on an oak; 
The more he saw, the less he spoke. 
The less he spoke; the more he heard; 
Why can’t we be like that wise bird.” 


WEE WISDOM 
THE PRICE OF A SONG 


Marcaret 
7 N ONE of the great tenement houses in Paris, 
a cobbler lived in the basement, and just above 
him, on the first floor, a very rich man. The: 
cobbler was poor but happy. He sang all 
day as he made or mended shoes. The rich 
man had much money, and at night he lay 
awake planning how to invest it so as to make 
more, and often wondering if it were al! quite 
safe. Usually it was morning when he fell asleep. But the 
cobbler was up at daylight and began his work and his 
singing, almost as soon as he could see. This troubled the 
rich man, and he said to a wise man, ““What am I to do? 
I can’t sleep at night for thinking about my money, and I 
can’t sleep in the morning because of that cobbler singing.” 
Together they formed a plan. Next day the rich man 
came down to the basement where the cobbler was working 
_ and singing as usual. The cobbler was glad when he saw 
him come in. “Now,” thought he, “I shall have an order 
for a fine pair of shoes, and he shall pay me well for my 
work.” 
But the rich man had another purpose in his mind. 
He carried a small bag in his hand. Out of it he took a 
purse and gave it to the cobbler, saying, “I have brought 
you one hundred crowns as a present.” 
The astonished cobbler said, ‘“‘I cannot take the money, 
sir; 1 have done nothing to earn it. Why do you give it to 
“Because you are the happiest man I know, and the 
most contented.” 
“Is it to be all mine, and you will never ask for it 
again?” 
**Never.”” 
“Oh, thank you sir, thank you! You are very kind.” 
After the rich man had gone the delighted cobbler 
was about to count his money, when he saw a man in the 
street looking in through the window. He hastily put the 
purse in his pocket, went into his bedroom, and poured the 
coins on the bed. He had never seen so much money before, 
and he began to be anxious as to where he should hide it for 


safe keeping. 
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The sudden coming of his wife into the room scared 
him so that he covered the money quickly and scolded her 
for the first time in his life. He hid the purse under the pil- 
low, and left the door open so that he could see the spot from 

-his work-bench. Then he thought that since he could see it, 
others might see it. He changed it to the foot of the bed. 
An hour later he put it under the sheets. His wife asked 
what was wrong with the bed, and the irritable cobbler told 
her to mind her own business, as if the care of beds ‘was not 
her business. He kept moving the purse from place to place, 
growing more anxious each day. ‘The foolish man began to 

_ suspect even his own wife. He no longer sang as he worked. 
His friends saw that he left his bench each hour or so. 

But the rich man was happy. He slept long and 
soundly each morning. Day after day he rejoiced at the 
success of his plan. 

’ When a week had passed, the cobbler could bear his 
worry no longer. He told his wife the whole story. That 
day he carried the purse up to the rich man’s office, put it 
upon the desk and said, “‘Here is your money, sir; I’ cannot 
live without my song.” 


THE BOOSTER’S MOTTO 


I am a jolly Booster, 
And I know just how to live 
To get the best good out of life, 
And the best to others give. 


I'm giving love for hatred, 
I’m giving peace for strife, 

I see in every other one 
The living, loving Christ. 


When I get a hating thought 
Of fighting or of sin, 

I turn around and let the thought 
Of loving come right in. 


I’m as wise as is a serpent, 
_ As harmless as a dove, 
And I meet life’s every problem 
With the Booster’s motto, ““Love.” 
—From “The Truth Sunday School Paper.” 
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CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 
Objeci—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 


world. 

Moitto—Love never fail 

Colors—Red and fmeng (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membershi < simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

ey rag ge reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


PRIL bring May flowers,”’ and even if 
A } we do have to stay in for a while during this 
} month we shall be able to find so many pretty 
} flowers. Nature loves the rain and .needs it 

after a long, dry winter. 

I took a long walk in the country last Sat- 
urday. I didn’t follow the road where ever- 
one else goes, but climbed fences, walked 

through fields, jumped over little brooks, looked at all the 
budding trees and picked up rocks. and studied the pretty 
shells which I found in them. What seemed to be merely 
dull ploughed fields, and valleys full of leafless trees, be- 
came a wonderful land of industry. If you listen, it seems 
as though you can hear the sap pushing its way up into the 
buds. Some pretty bushes already had long tassels hang- 
ing to them. They had blossomed. The pussy willows 
were all in flower. The tiny flowers were pushing their 
first tender sprouts up to see if the winter was over. Every- 
where Mother Nature was busy getting ready for the busy 
months of growth. 

In a wheatfield we found a big rock. I wanted to 
know what was under it, so I lifted it. What do you sup- 
pose? No, it wasn’t a snake. It wasn’t just a lot of bugs 
or a scurrying lizard. It was a little nest all lined with 
leaves and furry things, and as we looked a little nose stuck 
out and then a mamma field-mouse came out and looked up 
at us trustingly. Her baby mice were with her, three of 
them, so tiny that you could hardly see them. They clung 


i 
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to her ever so tightly and she carried them away so that no 
one could harm them. You see she didn’t know that we 
were Boosters and that we would not harm any living thing. 
We put the rock back carefully. I suppose that the mouse 
family all came home again. They will tell all their grand- 
children about the time that the big giants came and took 
the roof off from the house and put it back without hurting 
a thing. _ It will make the little mice feel more kindly toward 
the giants,” don’t you think? 

It is such joyful sport to walk through the woods and 
never seek to destroy any of Nature’s creatures or to disturb 
her order. A beautiful meadow-lark perched upon a tree 
near us and sang the most charming welcome to Spring. 
He sang of love—of thanksgiving. He rejoiced in the 
bountiful blessings and he was answered by another 
meadow-lark who nearly burst his little throat in striving to 
out-sing the first. All this splendid concert with no ac- 
companiment but the rustle of the dried cornstalks, and no 
audience save the sprouting fields and we two uninvited 
humans. : 

Now dears, write me this month and tell me what wild 


flowers you found first and what birds you saw. I believe 
that the dutchman’s britches comes first here. What is your 
first wild flower? 

The Unity Boosters will tell you lots of interesting 
things next month. Come on and join the party and tell 
about your club also. ROYAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—We had a fine lesson in Truth, taken from the 
Weekly Unity, on George Washington’s birthday, because it was 
Martha Turner's birthday too. We had a birthday cake with pink 
frosting and lighted candles that we blew out, as we marched around 
her making good wishes for her. If she had been a boy | suppose 
she would have been “George,” instead of “Martha,” but we like her 
just as she is now. We had wafers and pink lemonade, with the 
birthday cake, for lunch. After lunch we had games with little 
hatchets, and every one seemed to have a good time, and was sorry 
when the meeting was over. 

We wish Mrs. Hardy would write some more lessons for us to 
use in the club, because mother has just a few left that she is saving 
as they are about summer things, that will be coming soon, we hope. 
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1 think its nice to have Wee Curtis in the corner that way; he seems 
to be a mighty cute little fellow and I have been wondering if his 
father believes in Truth as we do, for if he does, it will help Wee 
Curtis to be a more wonderful man to work for Truth when he grows 
up. Good bye, I. H. S. Crus, Ernest P. Balizell, Sec. 
Silver City, Nev. 
Dear Mr. Royal—l would 
like very much to join the Booster 
Club, and am sending fifteen cents 
for a pin. I am eight years old. 
I like to read the letters in WEE 
Wispom. I have two brothers. 
One is ten, the other is twelve. 
The oldest one’s name is Eddie 
and the other's name is Frankie. 
I have a little dog named Snooky. 
He is very smart. I have two 
pretty white rabbits. | live in a 
small mining town. Yours truly, 


Milly Lou Bowen and Snooky Milly Lou Bowen. 


It’s plain to be seen that Milly has written this letter 
with her own dear little hands, and every word is spelled 
correctly and plain as print. Wonder if Snooky and Eddie 
and Frank won’t want to be joining her club and calling for 
pins, soon. 


: Monongahela, Pa. 
Dear Were Wispom—I have been a subscriber to WEE Wis- 
pom for several years. I like to read the stories, and enjoy them 
very much. I like the Bible Lessons, and the Pillow Verses; and 
Blanche’s Corner is fine. In fact I like all of Wee Wispom and am 
so glad when it comes each month. I am eleven years of age. 
Barklay Finley Murry. 
Good for Barclay. This is another hand-made letter. 
And here’s another dear little eight-year-old’s letter, 
written all by herself, and she’s been waking spring tulips, 
too, before ever Mother Nature had finished her winter’s 
nap. What do you think of that! We're glad to have such 
Boosters. Evelyn and her little brother and sister and 
mamma are all very welcome to our club. 
, Campton, N. H. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am an eight-year-old, and have a little 
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sister Alta, five and a brother John D., three years old. We have a 
dog and a toy auto, and we are riding it most of the time. Sometimes 
we get a going too fast, and tip over. But we don't cry. We enjoy 
the Wee Wispom very much. Mamma read to us about a little girl 
who lived in Holland, and how she raised tulips. Then mamma showed 
us how to make paper ones, and I made a dozen, and fixed them in a 
box, so they looked as if they were growing. We covered the box with 
red and green paper and sent it to a lady who stays indoors all 
winter, four of each color, with green leaves. 
We would like to belong to the Booster Club, and so would 
mamma. Lovingly. Evelyn Merrill. 
Kinsly, Kansas. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI am sending your traveling expenses for 
another year, and I will tell you how we earned them, because 
Virgil, James and I, did earn them all ourselves. We are three, 
five. and eight years young, but we can gather eggs and cobs and feed 
the pigs, pick up cactus and sell garden seeds. Well, that’s what we 
did to earn this money, and we like Wee Wispom—even papa reads 
it. As I am only in the Second Reader, mamma reads most of it to 
me. Yours in love for a prosperous year. Merle Hambleton. 


What wonderful little workers Merle and Virgil and 
James must be! WEE Wispom is sure they are very fond 
of her, and she'll be delighted to visit them every month. 

Ottumwa, lowa 
Dear Wee Wispom—As | have never written before, I thought I 
would write now. I am twelve years old and I am in the sixth grade. 
I like my teacher fine, and I would like very much to be a Booster. 
Yours truly, Jessie Seaburg. 


We're glad to have you, Jessie. 

Virginie Fifer, a Kansas City Wee, wants to join our 
Booster Club. We're glad to have Virginia for she’s found 
out the secret of health. 

Dallas, Texas. 
Dear Boosters—I have read the Wee Wispom for several 
months. I certainly like to read it. I have started a Booster Club 
in Dallas. I am the only child in the family, so I started with my- 
self and got five other girls to join my Club in one day. The name 
of the club is, “Go-Right-On-Working” (G. R. O. W.) Club. 
This letter is adding five Boosters. We are real Boosters too. 

With love to all the Boosters, from our Booster Club. 
Rose H. McGimsey, Sec. 
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for Rose and her ‘‘Go-Right-On-Working 


Club.” It means busy Boosters, and no idlers. Isn't it 
great! You forgot to send us the names of the other five 
members, Rose. 

East Cleveland, Ohio. 

Dear Wee Wispom—How are you all? I gave both of my 

dogs a bath this afternoon. Such a splashing as they made! The 
big one, “Buster,” slipped and got on his back and tried to get out. 
He soaked me through. All I had on was my pajamas. The little 
dog, I could manage better, because he was about a foot and one 
half long. They both have ribbons on now. Pet has a pink one and 
Buster a blue one. My father is going to try to get a picture of Lucile 
and I, I am going to try to.get a girl ten years old to join the Boost- 
er Club. There was a play at our Sunday school Thursday in three 
parts. The name of it was “Moze.” It was the funniest thing I ever 
saw. Ethel Mace, Florence Rossington, and Virginia are the ones 
that are going to join. Florence has already joined. I am going to 
see if I can get Ethel to join too. I am going to send a story and 
some pictures for WEE Wispom. I am, yours truly, 

Muriel C. Anderson. 


What a worker Muriel must be! She sends with her 
letter two little stories composed and illustrated by her own 
busy mind and fingers. You will find one of them in WEE 
Wispom’s House this month, as you are going through, 

And still the wonder grows! Hlere’s a letter from a 
little girl of ten. She has also sent in an original story; both 
are beautifully type written, and almost faultless in form, 
spelling and punctuation. She did it all by herself too, on 
her daddy’s typewriter. Isn’t that splendid! WEE Wis- 
DOM intends to let you all read her story some day. 

Kineo, Maine. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am sending a little story which I have 
written on the typewriter in my father’s office, and which I hope to 
see in WEE WispoM, if you think it is fit. I am ten years old, and 
have been a Booster one year. I have written this without any help, 
and-my mother says she thinks you would take it. With much love 
to all the Boosters, | am yours in Truth, - Celesta Turner. 


We must own up to the fact that for numbers and 
active service St. Louis Boosters are in the lead. Read 
Anita’s report. 
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St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear Wees—Since we are in our new church, our Booster Club 
has grown very much. We now have over sixty members. Don't you 
think that is fine? 

We had a Washington party on the 24th of February. We in- 
vited all the mothers and friends of the Boosters and we certainly had 
a crowd. We played for a while and had prizes for the winners, and 
then we served coffee and cake. We played so many games that I 
couldn't begin to tell you the names of them. 

We had about thirty dollars for our treasury with the money for 
the club pins. We sent in our order for pins and we gave twenty- 
five dollars of it to the church for some rubber pads for the steps 
leading to the Sunday School so that the children do not make any 
noise when they leave the Sunday School. 

Well I guess this is all for this time. With love to all the Wees, 
I am Anita Doering, Sec. 


La Grange, Ky. 
Dear Wee Wispom—You have been coming to my grand- 
mother for more than a year. I like to read the Booster letters, and 
will tell you something about my home. I live on a large hill in 


Kentucky, near the Ohio River. We have a beautiful view of the 
valley, with winding stream, and our County Road running close by. 
We can see the hills along the Indiana shore from our house. I 
have four brothers. I will be twelve June 12th. We have a little 
dog. Her name is Tillie. We have a large cedar tree in the yard. 
Mother set it out when she was a little girl and every summer the 
mocking-birds sit on its branches and sing to us. I wish you all a 
joyful Easter. Thomas Berry. 
Folsom, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I thought I would write you a testimonial 
of a vision I had a few days ago. I had been ill for two or three 
days from poison oak, and was being treated for it. On the third 
day in the afternoon, while I was laying on the couch, the vision of 
a man with.a halo about his head appeared before me. He kept 
saying, “I am the Lord. I am the Lord.” Then he took a book out 
of a pocket over his heart, and began to read. I did not understand 
what he was reading, and .when I put my hand out to touch him, he 
faded away. My eyes were so badly swollen from the poison | 
had not’ been able to open them. But after the vision disappeared | 
was able to open them and could see. Then I got up and walked 
around and could eat. I am very grateful for God's loving care and 
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am going to try and be a good little girl, so as to be worthy of God's 
love. I like to read WEE Wispom and what the Boosters are doing. 
You may publish this letter, if you wish, so the WEE Wispom children © 
all over the country will know that there is a little girl out in Cali- 
fornia who reads their letters and thinks of them and trusts in God. 
Lovingly, Ethel Tauner, age 11 years. 
San Angelo, Texas. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am a little girl of ten years; like Charlotte 
Mills, I would like to become a member of your Booster Club. I 
was one of brother Charles Reign Scovill’s band of Boosters when he 
was here last month, holding a revival. We marched all through 
the streets in a parade. I have a dog named Bole. He is small and 
white. When he was a puppy he burned his tail, and as he could 
not lick it, he chased around and around and tried to bite his hip. 
Now he is grown and he still chases round and bites himself, growling 
all the time, whenever we tease him with a stick. I want to ask Charlotte 
how and why she washes her dog's teeth. I know that God is my 
health, and he will protect me from all disease, for I am God's perfect 
child. The fullness of his life flows freely through me, keeping me 
well and whole. I have never been real sick in my life. Sincerely, 
Faith Helen Taylor. 
‘ Pi are very glad to have such an earnest Booster as 
aith. 

Viola Nigh has written a nice little story of ““A Rain- 
drop,” which WEE Wispom will be glad to use. 

David Montgomery Crabtree, jr., a six-year-old, and 
Cyrus Weir Crabtree, a five-year-old, write from San 
Francisco, California. ‘WEE WIsDoM has been visiting 
them for nearly a year, and now they want to join the Boost- 
er Club, and have pins. (The pins are fifteen cents a 
piece.) We're sure David and Cyrus will make real live 
Boosters, and we hope to hear more from them. 

Mrs. Wolf of Pryor, Okla., writes that her little boy 
wants to be a Booster. She hasn’t given his name, but we 
don’t mind a young Wolf of his kind in our fold. Do we? 

Halls Ferry Road, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I certainly am glad you drew my attention 
to sending your traveling expenses. I was traveling myself, last month. 
I went to see my grandma in Piolet Grove. I certainly had a fine time 
up there, and that is why it slipped my mind. But am very glad that 
you reminded me. I feel that without you, I could not do so well. 
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Please send also “Wee Wisdom'’s Way.” I love to read your letters 
and stories. My brother loves to read them too. We are six children 
in the family, four boys and two girls. The youngest is nine months 
old. Her name is Martha. I am very glad that I have this little 
sister, for now | have some one to pass my time with. She is a good 
baby. It is the Spirit of Wee Wisdom in her. When we are all 
grown up, there will be plenty of help on the farm. I will send you 
her picture as soon as we have it taken. Your loving friend, 

Freda Sexauer. 

Detroit, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lIt was I, Irene Parker, who sent you that 

letter last month, without my name. I was telling you about my birth- 
day, which is on the second of February, and also that my dolly fell 
off the ironing board. I am sending you two little poems I like. This 
Is one: 


BE KIND TO THE BIRDS 


“Little children never give 
Pain to things that feel and live. 
Let the gentle Robin come 
’ For the crumbs you save at home. 
He'll repay you with a song, 
For the food you throw along. 
The little Lark goes soaring high 
To the bright windows of the sky, 
Singing’ as if ‘twere always Spring, 
And flitting on with untired wing. 
Oh, let him sing his happy song! 
Nor do these gentle creatures wrong.” 
Irene Parker. 


A LITTLE KANSAS SCHOOL 


Dear Wee Wisdoms—I am teacher of a little school of seven 
pupils. The school is so small we feel more like a family. I want 
you to get acquainted with us all, and so I will introduce you first to 
wee Aileen, who is so light of weight the children love to carry her 
about. She is just six years young, and is getting to be a capital 
reader, and loves to draw through transparent paper. Next comes 
Pauline. She's a splendid reader, and’is seven, and might be in the 
fourth grade ‘but for numbers. However, such a little student will soon 
make that grade. She lives two miles from the school house. Her 
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little brother Charley comes along with her sometimes for company. 
He's a dear little fellow of four, still as a little mouse, and loves 
pictures, and we let him make them on the black board. Third in 
order of age is Clarence, who is nearly nine. He and Pauline are 
running a race in their study. Clarence is as wonderful in numbers 
as she is in reading, and they each hope to excel in both. Number 
four is bright-eyed, good-natured ten-year-old Floyd. The dear boy 
has always been in a class by himself, and is striving to complete the 
fourth grade. Number five is Inez, the natural student of the school. 
She is a sister of Clarence and is eleven. Inez is very thorough, and 
she wants to know the truth of everything, and hopes to become an 
instructor herself some day. I predict success for her. She completes 
the sixth grade with excellent credits. Our sixth pupil is Marvin, the 
only member of the seventh grade. He's doing splendid work, and 
like his brother Floyd, scarcely knows what it means to have classmates. 
Marvin is twelve, and makes a full hand in the field. Marvin has 
learned to sing by mastering note-reading. The entire school has ac- 
complished much in the music class, for | am able to give them the 
necessary instruction. The seventh and oldest of our little home 
school, is Jesse. He is thirteen, and brother of Inez and Clarence. 
Jesse's special talent is awaiting his recognition, and some of these days 
we expect him to bring it forth in an astonishing way. 

We are a jolly, good-natured little school-family, and if you are 
interested in hearing about us, we shall like to visit you often. From 
a friend, to all the Wees. Julia Smith Hobson. 


Of course, we will be glad to hear more of your little 
Kansas School. Wonder if you wouldn’t all like to join 
the Boosters, and help WEE Wispom boost for Truth. 


Mrs. Butterworth, of Philadelphia Truth Center, 
sends this testimonial from one of their little demonstrators. 
i “Ty being older than my little sister Marie, always wait after 
school to bring her home, for she’s only six, and this is her first year, 
so I take care of her. Well, the other day I sort of got worried up 
about her, for I looked and looked and looked, and could not find her. 
For a few minutes, I was awfully excited, for all the children looked 
so much alike with their bobbed heads. So, I stood on the top step 
and shut my eyes and said over and over, “The little Spirit in me will 
find her,’ and sure enough in a few moments she came running from 
the opposite direction all by herself. So, the Law worked for me. 
Last Monday Marie and | started to cross a very broad street to buy 
some pretzels from the old man who had a basket of them, when we 
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saw an automobile hurrying on about fifty miles an hour or more, we 
started to run back, but just then something inside of me said, ‘Better 
look up the other way,” which I did, and there was coming a great 
big truck, as fast as anything. I held on to Marie’s hand awfully 
tight, and the little Spirit within, told me to stand still. So we did, 
or we would have been run over. This little Spirit helps me with my 
lessons, and it helps me when I get cross at Marie or anybody. I 
know now how it works and I wait for it.” 


Let's us all find and trust this “‘little Spirit that knows.” 


ROBERT'S LITTLE STORY 
Old Horses Know Best 


An old horse and a young horse were drawing two 
carts, filled with jars, bones and dishes. ‘When they came 
to a hill, the old horse went down so slowly that the young 
horse laughed at him, and said, “How slow you are! 
What would you do if you were going up hill? I will show 
you how to go down hill.”” The young horse started off 
briskly and the heavy cart brushed against him and made 


him go faster and faster, till he reached the bottom of the 
hill, where cart, dishes, bowls and jars were dumped into 
the ditch. When the young horse looked back and saw 
the overturned cart, he said, ‘I have still something to learn. © 


Old horses know best.” 


For WEE Wispom. From Robert Parker, a Wee 
Booster of Detroit, Mich. 


CENT 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 2, APRIL 8 
JESUS RAISED LAZARUS FROM THE DEAD.—John 
11:17-27, 43, 44. 
GotpeN Text—Jesus said unto her, I am the resurrection and 
the Life—John 11:25. 


This is the Easter lesson. “I am the resurrection and the Life.” 
Lazarus, who had lain in the tomb four days, came forth at the word 
of Jesus, the Christ. The words Jesus spoke were simple ones. They 
were just ordinary words which any of .us might use and understand. 
He said, “Lazarus come fosth.” That was all, but it was enough. 
Why do you suppose it was that these simple words had so much 
power—enough power to bring life into expression where there seemed 
no sign of life. It was because Jesus knew the / Am could not die. 
When Jesus called to Lazarus to come forth, it was the J Am in 
Jesus calling to the ] Am in Lazarus. Jesus knew that the lack of life 
was only seeming. He had made a practice of living in the Truth, 
and saw things in their true light, when others were deceived by 
shadows. The faith of the sisters of Lazarus helped too. They be- 
lieved in the Christ. If we believe sufficiently in the power of the 
Christ within—we can do anything. 

Jesus said, “I Am the resurrection and the life.” Now, what is 
I Am. We studied about the J Am most of the last quarter. It is 
the Christ Spirit which was within Jesus and which is in each of us. 
It is the real, the true, the everlasting. When we realize its presence 
and live in obedience to its laws, we are taking our places as children 
of God. We are filling our lives full of the good and true. It is 
through this J Am that we are resurrected, that is, we are brought up 
out of the shadows and old ideas of dark and etc., into the real, 
everlasting life of God. This is our resurrection. When we know 
the Truth and the Truth has made us free; when we have recognized 
the power of the Christ within, and are living in accordance with its 
laws—then shall we celebrate our Easter day, for we have come into 
a new life. That is the meaning of the Easter lesson: We should 
say to the eternal Life—the Christ within us—come forth. 


Lesson 3, AprIL 15 
JESUS THE GOOD SHEPHERD.—John 10:7-18. 
Gotpen Text—I am the good shepherd.—John 10:11. 
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All through the Bible there is much about shepherds and their 
flocks, because in that day many people kept sheep. There were so 
many acres of rich green pasture land on which the sheep and oxen 
might graze. So, of course, there were lots of shepherds and it was 
natural that many of the Bible stories should be about them. We re- 
member the shepherds to whom the angel appeared when Jesus was 
born. Then, too, there is the twenty-third psalm, which I hope you 
all know by ‘heart, beginning, “The Lord is my shepherd, } shall not 
want.” 

Now, in today’s lesson, Jesus uses the figure of the shepherd 
and his sheep to symbolize our relation to the great everlasting Divine 
Love. He says, “I Am the good shepherd.” A good shepherd, you 
know loves every one of his sheep. He guards them against danger 
with all the strength and power that is in him. He hunts out the 
richest pasture for them, and before he takes them there, he goes over 
every bit of it, filling up holes into which they might step, killing all 
snakes which might spring up out of the grass and bite them, making 
sure there is a good water supply; in short, makes all pleasant and 
comfortable for his beloved sheep. 

There is a good shepherd who will enfold us round with love 
and safety if we will let him. This shepherd is J Am. It is the 
Christ. If we will accept it as our shepherd, it will go before us and 
make smooth and easy the way. It will bring us to rich pastures 
and guard and protect us. All we need do is to believe in it and 
follow it. 


Lesson 4, APRIL 22 
JESUS ANOINTED AT BETHANY.—John 1:11. 
Gotpen Text—She hath done what she could—Mark 14:8. 


When Jesus came to Bethany where Lazarus and Martha and 
Mary were, they made a supper for him there, in the house of Simon, 
and Martha served. Mary took a pound of very fine ointment and 
bathed the feet of Jesus and wiped them with her hair. This alabaster 
cruise of ointment was very precious, and it had cost her whole treasure. 
Her love for Jesus was so great that she gave not only all of her pos- 
sessions, but her service as well. It was to Jesus the Christ that Mary 
gave all this. She realized the Divine in him. From Mary of Beth- 
any, we may learn the road to Happiness and Well-being. 

Within the center of our being there is the Christ Spirit. It is 
the same Spirit that was in Jesus. Now, this Spirit is the highest there 
is. Nothing is more powerful in all the world. If we want to be 
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happy, healthy, free children of God, as we were meant to be, we 
must give ourselves and all that we are to this Christ within. That 
is we must give up our outer personal will, and obey the will of the 
Spirit. We must follow the guidance of the Christ within. We 
must give it strict obedience, even greater than we give to father and 
mother, for we must not only do what it tells us, but we must think 
only those thoughts which it wants us to think. That sounds as if 
there wouldn't be much of us left if we gave even our thoughts to 
the Spirit, doesn’t it? But you see the truth of the matter is this: 
The J Am, or Christ Spirit within is the real “us,” the true God- 
child. So in obeying it, we are only obeying our real selves. When 
we give ourselves wholly to the / Am we are really giving ourselves to 
ourselves, instead of to the things outside to which we do not belong. 
So, that is all right, isn’t it? . We can be happy and well always, only 
when we, like Mary of Bethany, give our all to the Christ. 


Lesson 5, APRIL 29 
GoLtpen Text—Blessed is the King of Israel, that cometh in the 
name of the Lord.—John 12:13. 


There has been a beautiful painting made of this story of the 
triumphal entry of Jesus into Jerusalem. The picture is of Jesus riding 
on the little burro with the people thronging around him with palm 
branches. They threw their holiday attire in his way. They rejoiced 
and praised God. They cried, “Hosanna. Blessed is the King of 
Israel that cometh in the name of the Lord.” It must have been a 
_wonderful and inspiring sight. The Pharisees said among themselves, 
“Behold how ye prevail nothing: lo, the world is gone after him.” 

“Jerusalem” means city of peace. It is that place of quiet and con- 
tentment within the center of our own beings. It is where we really 
should live. So many of us live entirely outside ourselves. That is, 
we are much more aware of and sensitive to outer things, than we are 
to inner things. This is not the true way of Life. The real of us is 
within. The power of reality is within. If we are living in the outer 
world, and do not know the / Am within us, then we are not living in 
the real world at all. We are existing in a world of shams and 
shadows. Is it any wonder then that things go wrong? Is it strange 
that what seemed good yesterday, looks evil today? When we live in 
a world of shadows, we can expect unpleasant shiftings, can we not? 
How much wiser then, to change our abode. How much better and 
safer to live in the real world, where there is nothing but the good and 
true all of our days. If we wish to do this, we must stop journeying 
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about in the outer world and turn our steps toward Jerusalem. The 
first step in the journey is to get still and close our eyes—to shut out 
the things around us. Then we must be very humble. We must re- 
member that we of ourselves can do nothing, but that it is the Christ 
Spirit within us that is all-powerful. Jesus did not ride into Jerusalem 
in a rich carriage, nor on a prancing steed. He rode on an ass. And 
so when we start on our journey, we must remember that it is by fol- 
lowing the voice of the Spirit that we will get to the city of peace 
within. Every day we should’ get still and think about this spiritual 
center within us, which is the source of all life and health and joy. 
Then, when we have made our conscious connection with this house, 
that is when we really know and feel the presence of the Christ 
within; we have made our triumphal entry into Jerusalem. Our whole 
minds and bodies will rejoice and shout. “Hosanna,” and our souls 
will sing. 


Lesson 6, May 6 
JESUS, THE SERVANT OF US ALL.—John 13:3-15. 


Gotpen Text—And whosoever of you will be the chiefest, shall 
be servant of all—Mark 10:44. 


There are many lessons which may be drawn from this story of 
Jesus washing the disciples’ feet. I think perhaps the best thought for 
us just now is the one of humble, joyous, loving service. So many of 
us long for some great work to do. We think that if we only had 
some wonderful, glorious task to perform, how hard we could work 
and how we would love to do it. We all feel that way sometimes and 
when we do, it is well for us to remember the Lord Jesus washing the 
feet of his disciples. What is it that makes work or service glorious? 
Is it that one service is great and another small? Is it the difference in 
the kind of service or in the people who perform it? We have not 
considered the cleansing of feet a very high or glorious task, have we? 
And yet, when Jesus washed the disciples feet he made of it a glorious 
service. So you see it is not the task, but the way we go at it, which 
makes it great or small. Let us remember that, when we are washing 
dishes for mother, or dusting, or making beds. Let us remember it 
when we are helping to dress little brother, or sister, or when we are 
getting our lessons. Let us do all these things joyfully, as children of 
God doing God's work. Then we will no longer fret at our simple 
ordinary tasks and look for something big to do. We will know that 
there can be no greater service in the world than that which is done 
willingly and “joyfully. 
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EASTER 
There is such a new time of year. 
So many things around us are just bran’ 
new. ‘There are the wee new chicks, 
and the bright green tiny new blades of 
new grass. ‘There are the little new 
buds on the trees, and the sweet air 
smells fresh and new. All the houses 
are being scrubbed and polished, and all 
the new life is appearing. What do you 
think of having a house cleaning in our 
minds? Sometimes our minds get awfully musty, just like 
an old house that has been shut up and not properly cared 
for. Often there are cobwebs and dark dusty corners. 
Maybe if we open up the windows and look around we will 
find that much of the furniture i our minds is not pretty or 
useful or strong. It may even be that there is an old piece 
that is decidedly in the way, over which we have been 
stumbling all winter. 
So come on. Let’s roll up our sleeves and start in. 
The very first thing to do is to let in some light. We can’t 
work successfully in the dark. If we sit still, shut our eyes 
and declare that our minds are now flooded with the light 
of God’s Truth and Wisdom, that will be a fine start. 
Then let’s get to work on the old thought furniture. We 
will haul it out in the light and if it isn’t useful or beautiful 
or strong, let’s have it right out. We don’t want to keep 
any trash in our mind-houses. It clutters things up so we 
can’t think clearly. Just as there can be no order in a 
cluttered house, so there can be none in a cluttered mind. 
When we have rid our mind-house of all rubbish and 
cleansed it thoroughly with the purity of Spirit, we are 
ready to decorate it and refurnish it. The upper rooms 
would be good in white and yellow—purity and wisdom, 
you know. They will shed their light over the whole house. 
We can have the power room purple, and the love room 
pink. So much for the decorating. Now, for the furniture. 


i 


32 WEE WISDOM 


We will want it strong and sensible, able to stand the test 
of time, and yet beautiful. 

We haven’t mentioned pictures, have we? Well, I 
think perhaps one picture will do. You know with pictures, 
as well as other things, it is quality and not quantity we are 
after. Can any of you think what this one picture would 
be? Well, in your mind-house it would be a picture of you 
as a perfect child of God, and in my mind-house it would 
be a like picture of me. Then if we had that picture always 
before us, we would remember that the real of us was 
perfect and it would help us to manifest only that in the 
outer. Isn’t that a good idea? 

If we have had such a mind-house-cleaning as that, 
we will be able to say truly at Easter, “He is Risen,” for 
with such a clean pure mind-house as that the Christ Spirit 
couldn’t help but rise and shine. 


“LOVE’S PATRIOT” 


I saw a lad, a beautiful lad, 
With a far-off look in his eye, 

Who smiled not on the battle-flag 
When the cavalry troops marched by. 


And, sorely vexed, I asked the lad 
Where might his country be, 
Who cared not for our country’s flag 


And the brave from oversea. 


“Oh my country is the Land of Love!” 
Thus did the lad reply; 

“My country is the Land of Love 
And a patriot there am I.” 


“Where is this country, my patriot boy, 
Who may its ruler be 

To win such loyalty of heart, 
As this you have shown to me?” 


“’Tis not far away, this country of mine, 
Though hidden from strife and sin; 

*Tis a wonderful land where the King of kings, 
Reigns in the kingdom within.” 


—Partly Adapted. 
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AN EASTER IDYL 


Peck! peck! peck! 

“Good gracious, what a wall!” 
Peck! peck! peck! 

“Will I get out at all>?” 


Peck! peck! crash! 
opening at last! 

My, how fine! 
I thought I was stuck fast. 


“What a world! 


What lots of things to see! 
Here’s three cheers! 


I’m a happy chick-a-dee.” —B. 


Dear Reaver: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth. 
WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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